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for himself by his musical than by his diplomatic talents.
I quoted the contents of a letter he had written me, dated
February i4th, 1902 : " Had it not been for music I should
certainly never have become intimate with Bismarck, Perhaps
sometime you will give me an opportunity to play to you
either in Berlin or at my house in the country—four hours
away—transcriptions of Schubert and Beethoven quartets and
orchestral works which no one plays but myself* It would
give me great pleasure." Later, the son, as Imperial Minister
for the Interior—perhaps as a delicate compliment to his
father's musical talents—was sent by the Imperial Govern-
ment to represent them in Vienna at the Beethoven centenary,
on which occasion he twice honoured me with a visit. I at
once saw how the father's artistic gifts lived on in the noble
and sensitive personality of the son.
In contrasting Richard Wagner with his father-in-law,
Countess Billow mentioned one incident which almost
•revealed the latter as the child of a nobler, more selfless age.
One cold, stormy night when Liszt was the guest of his
friend Cardinal Hohenlohe in the Villa d'Este, Tivoli, he was
out walking and met a scantily clad man of the people—
without a moment's hesitation he stripped off his own cloak
and gave it to the poor fellow.
One evening we talked of Russia. The Countess had lived
in Petersburg for several years. As she had passed the first
years of her marriage with Biilow^hen Counsellor of Embassy,
in that city, she was able, when M. de Witte, President of the
Russian Committee of Ministers, recently came to stay at
Norderney on the conclusion of the commercial treaty with
Germany, to exchange with him all manner of reminiscences
of bygone days.
Her artistic temperament had found satisfaction, not only
in her meetings with Rubinstein, but also in the many
picturesque customs which are practised only in Russia.
Recalling those days in Russia, she described how in the
company of her husband, the pianist Sophie Menter and Count
Vitsthum, she had walked on Easter Eve through the
thronged streets of Petersburg—and how at midnight,
while all around the naphtha flares blazed up,the long-beatded
pope with his golden crown stepped out of Saint Isaac's and
cried: " Christ is risen! " Then the people fell on one

